Dejeuner, which was very short today, was nearly
finished, and Madame Varambaud had just dismissed
her Breton servant with a "Hurry, Perrine, you've
still got the silver to finish/' when there was a crash of
breaking glass from the kitchen.
Madame Varambaud leapt from her chair and disap-
peared: there were loud exclamations and reproaches,
followed by subdued explanations. At length she
returned, distraught.
"Perrine has broken the salt-cellar!"
"What salt-cellar ?" demanded Monsieur Varambaud.
"The blue-glass lining of one of the big silver ones!5'
"One of the lovely blue salt-cellars that Monsieur
Camille gave you!" moaned Madame ArmeUe.
But after the first moment of shock, Madame Varam-
baud, contemplating the havoc this would cause in the
proper setting of her table, wasted no time in futile
lamentation. Like a general caught in the thick of the
battle by unpredictable misfortune she quickly made
her new dispositions. Very well, she would have to miss
Cecile's class! She would go instead to the watch-
maker's at the Pont-Neuf where she knew the salt-
cellars had been bought.
She dressed hurriedly, gave instructions to the waiters
who had just arrived and to Cecile who was just about
to set off with her satchel for her class, left the house
and jumped into a 'bus, got out in the Boulevard
Sebastopol and entered the iSglise Saint-Leu; she had
made a vow to the Holy Ghost to go to church every
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